


F^/. You rogue jhere’s Lime iu this Sack too, there isnothing 
but roguery to be found in vi lanous ma-vet a cow ard is worfe 
thena cup of fack with lime in it. A vil anous coward, go thy 
waies, old lacks t 6xc wh n thou wi-Itjif man hood,good man- 
hood be not forgot upon the face of the earth,then am I a fhot- 
ten herring.'there lives not i.good men unhang’d in England t 
and one of them is fat, arid growes.oid; . iodhelpe the while • 
a bad world I fay : I would I were a weaver , I could fing 
- PfaImes,or any thing. A plague of all cowards, I fay ftiil. 

Erin. How now Wool-facke, what mutter you ? 

Yal. A Kings SonPifI doe not beat thee out of thy Kingdom 
with a dagger of Lath, and drive all thy Subj 'efts afore thee 
like a flocke of Wild-geefe, i’le never weare haire on my face 
more, you Prince ok Wale 

Prin, Why, you horfon round man, what’s the matter ? 

F<*/.Are you not a coward ? anfwer me to that, and Toines 
there. 

"Prin. Zounds ye fat paunch, and ye call me coward, by the 
Lord i’le dab thee. 

F al. Icall thee coward ? i’le fee thee damn’de re T call thee 
coward, but, I would give a thoufand pound I could runne as 
fall as thou canlhYou are ftraight enough in the lhoulders,you 
care not who lees your backe : call you that backing ot your 
friendsPa plague upon irich backing : give me them that will 
face me, give me a cup of facke,I am a rogue it I drunketo day 

Prin.o villaine,thy lips are Icarce wip’d fince thou drunk’ll 
laft. F^/.All s one for that. He drinkes. 

A plague of all cowards Hill, lay I. 

Tw. What’s the matter ? 

Yal. What’s the matter ? heere be foure ofus,havetanea 
thoufand pound this morning. 

Prin, Where is it, fW^»where is it ? 

~Yalf Where is it ? taken from us it is ; a hundred upon 
poore foure of us. 

Pm. What, a hundred, man ? 

YalJ am a rogueif I were not athalfe fword with a dozen 
ofthem two houres together .1 have fcaped by miracle. I am 
eight times thruft thorow. the Doublet, foure thorow the 
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-- — r - j cut thorow and thorow, my Sword hack’t 

like a hand-fa w ,eccejigmm. I never dealt better fince I was a 
man, a 1 1 would not do. A plague of a 1 1 cowa rds , let them 
fpeake, if they fpeake more or leffe then truth , they are vil- 
laines,and the fonnes of darknefle. 

6W.Speake, firs, how wasit s' 

Roff. W e foure fet upon a dozen. 

Sixteene at lead, my Lord. 

Rof And bound them. -V 

P<vo.No, no. they werenot bound. 

F^You rogue, they were bound,every man of them, or I 
am a lew elfe,an Hebrew lew. ( us . 

Rotf. \s we were fharing,fome 6. or 7 . frefh men fet upon 

F dp. And unbound the reft, and then came in the other. 

P rin. What. fought ye with them all ? 

t F^/. All ? I know not whatyoucall alhbutifl fought not 
with fifty of them,I am a bunch of Radilh : if there were not 
two or three and fifty upon poore old fdcl^, then am I no 
twoleg’d creature. 

Poia.Yny God you have not murthered fome of them. 

Yal. Nay that s pad praying for, I have pepper’d two of 
them : Two I am fure 1 have payed,two rogues in Rnckrom 
futes:I tell thee what, Eal } if I tell thee a lie, (pit in my facejcal 
me Horfe .-thou knowell my old word : here I lay, and thus I . 
bore my pointdoure rogues in Buckrom let drive at me. 

Pn'«.Whar, foure ? thou faidft but two,even now. 

F^.Foure Hat I told thee foure. 

Poin. !,1 ■ he fa id loure. 

F^/.Thele foure came all£j|rqht,and mainely thruft at me $ 

I made nomoreadoe,buttooke all their feven point in my 
Target, thus s 

PH».Seven? why there were but foure, evennow. 

Yal. In Buckrom. 

Poin. I, foure, in Buckrom fates. 

Yal Seven, by thefe Hilts,or 1 am a villaine elfe ; , 

Pm.Prethee let him alone, we fhall have more anon. 

T^/yiDoeft thouheareme,Ata//. 

7Vi».I>and marke tbec too, 

Yalf, 
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